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now have to confess will cost me, and yet it is nothing but
an indiscretion, but an indiscretion so inconceivable that I
have never forgiven myself for it, and even now, after so
many years and such vicissitudes, it saddens me to think
of it.
My evil genius brought to Madrid a certain Baron de
Fraiture. He came from Liege, where he was master of the
royal hunt. He was a roue^ a gambler, and a cheat, as are
all those who to-day dare to say the contrary. I had known
him at Spa. When I had told him I was going to Portugal,
he had come with the intention of joining rne, and counted
on me to introduce him into good society, where he could
fill his pockets with his dupes' losses. There was never any-
thing in my conduct which could lead such adventurers to
imagine I belonged to their infernal clique, yet they have
always persisted in considering me one of them. When he
came to see me in Madrid, I gave him a tolerable welcome.
It seemed to me that a little politeness shown him, and a
few acquaintances presented to him, would not seriously
compromise me. He had a companion with him, a big, stout,
ignorant and lazy Frenchman, but still a Frenchman, and
Consequently amiable. He was a cavalry officer, and seemed
to be one of those fortunate beings who get an eternal leave
of absence.
Four or five days after their arrival, Fraiture told me
iiey had spent all their money, and asked me to lend them
some, which I flatly refused to do. He then addressed him-
self to Manucci, to whom I had been foolish enough to
introduce him. Manucci was too sharp to lend him money,
but he found some one who consented to do so at high
interest; and with this money Fraiture and his companion
started playing, and won some considerable sums. I was not
in any way mixed up with them, as I was too busy with a
colonial scheme. I went daily to see the ministers, and was
preparing to make a journey to Sierra-Morena. Manucci
was to accompany me, merely for his own pleasure. From
this rny readers can judge the fortuitous state of my affairs.